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Welcome to the Ancient 
Far North ... and the 
World of the Micekings! 

WttERC UVf: Micek'tng Island 

CAPITAL: Mouseborg, home of the Stiltonord family 

OTttC)^ VILLAGES: Oofadale, village of the Oofa Oofas, and Feargard, 

village of the vilek>ngs 

CLIMATE: Cold, cold, cold, especially when the icy north wind blows! 
T9PICAL FOOD: Gloog, a superstinl^y but fabumouse stew. The secret 
recipe is closely guarded by the wife of the mice^ing chief. 

MAtioNAL Dl^iMK: Finnbrew, made of ecjual parts codfish juice and 
herring juice, with a splash of sc[uid \n\{ 

MEAMS OF tI^AMSPOI^AtioM: The drekar, a light but ve7 fast ship 
GI^EATESt 40N01^: The miceking helmet, it is only earned when a 
mouse performs an act of courage or wins a Miceking challenge. 

UHIT of MEASUI^EMEMT: A mouseking tail (full tail, half tail, third tail, 
c^uarter tail) 

EMEMIES: The terrible dragons who live in fteastgard 












Meet the Stiltonord Family 




inveniror in Mouseborg 


tHba 

A horse trainer who 
worlds well with all k'^ds 
of animals 


ftUGSiLDA 

Benjamin’s best 
frien4 


G^Komo 

Acjvisor to the 
'^'ceking chief 


T^AP 

The most famouse 


WM3AMIM V 

Geronimo’s nephevvji 

























IV 



The 4ragons are 
4ivicje4 into 5 
clans, all of which 
are terrifying! 

1. Devourers 

They love to eat mice^ings raw — 
no cool^ing necessary. 

2. Steamers 

They grab mice^ings, then fly over 
volcanoes so the steam an4 smol^e make them taste goo4. 



3 . Biters "" 

before eating micekings, they nibble 
them 4elicately to see if they like 
them or not. 

4. Slurpers 

They wrap their long tongues aroun4 
micekings an4 slurp them up. 

5. l^insers 

As soon as they catch micekings, 
they rinse them in a stream to wash 
them off. ■ 

T } mm 
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Dragon Alert! 



It was a Splendid fall morning in 
Mouseborg, the capital of Miceking Island. 
The G©l©rflll leaves waved in the gentle 
breeze. 

Most micekings are WARRIORS, but I 
don’t like fighting. I decided to sneak away 
for a walk in the woods. There, I would find 
in nature, and — 

Sorry, I haven’t introduced 
myself! My name is Geronimo 
JtILTONORD, and I am a 
mouseking and a 
SCHOLAR. 

That morning, 

I was a hungry 


Dragon Alert! 



scholar! I filled my backpack 
with small 

barrel of fjordberry 



juice, two loaves 


of bread, and 


tupce wheels of super- 
stinky Stenchberg cheese. 


/ At the last minute, 

j \ I added cheese wheel 
t number FfilJP. Physical 



exercise gives me a 


a.ppe'bi'fce! 

I whistled as I headed 
toward the woods. I strolled 
until I found myself in a silent 
G[L[i/3[DDDG(3 surrounded by nature. 

But before I could unpack my picnic, the 
sound of a horn rose up from Three Lookouts 
Cliff. 








Squeak! It was the imgoM HiHTPii 














The Shield 
Mouselet 
Mega Challenge 


When the dragon alarm sounded, everyone 
in the village was supposed to run to face the 
dragons. Did I mention that the dragons are 
FIERCE and terrible and always starving for 
miceking meat? 

I ran back through the woods and 
[SWSIUSB to the village in record miceking 
speed. When I arrived at the Great Stone 
Square, the other micekings were already 
there. 

“Dr’aaag^ons!” I yelled. 

Oddly, nobody else was yelling. Or 
running for the catapults. I ran over to 


The Shield Mouselet Mega Challenge 



COPPER IRONPflWS, the village 

blacksmith. 

“Copper, didn’t you hear 
the I asked. “Bring 

out the swords, the shields, the 

sledgehammers!” 

The blacksmith just stood there like a 
cheese log and didn’t answer. 

I looked around. All the other 
micekings were just standing 
too. 







The Shield Mouselet Mega Challenge 


“Holey cHeese!” I shouted. “Why 
isn’t anybody getting ready to fight the 
dragons?” 

Nobody answered me. 

“What is WROISI^ with you rodents?” 
I asked. 

ThenS^fEN TME SMOVJTE^, 

our village leader, marehed up to me. 

“Geronimo, you smarty-mouseking!” he 
shouted. (He always SllfiUtS. How do 
you think he got his name?) “Here you are 
at last!” 

“Svein! Tfie i 

Stuttered. 

He smacked my back with his massive paw. 
“There aren’t any dragons, you mollusk! We 
sounded the alarm to get you out of your 

hioiRg place.” 

“I wasn’t hiding,” I protested. 






“Spare me the 

EXCISES, smarty- 

paws,” he said. “We’ve 

been £.00111116 

all over for you. It’s time 
to start the competition!” 

“COMPETITION? What 


competition?” I asked. 

“Horns and thorns, don’t be a CHEESEHEADl 
Just go sit in your spot at the judges’ table. 
That’s an order!” Sven shouted. 

"fO mvf JWW THE fuounid" 

the other micekings yelled. 

I Sighfiflf. So much for my picnic! 

Only then did I notice that a sLag o 
had been built in the village square. It 
was decorated (ftI But, by my 
whiskers, I couldn’t think of what competition 




The Shield Mouselet Mega Challenge 


could be happening that day. 

(4^-— The SWUilMI to 

determine the mouseking with the thickest 
beard had been a few weeks earlier. 

ce/ 25W The Stinkij Codfish fostivat was 

always held the first week of spring. 

The M*CEklNG C|RMES, which 
attracted micekings from all over the island, 
were planned for the summer. 

So . . . this must be the shield Mouselet 

MCgd CllflltengC! Female warrior micekings 
are known as Shield Mouselets. Each fall, 
they compete to see who is the 

stronyost, and smartest. 

Everyone loved the challenge — except me! 
Sven always made me judge, and it always 

got me in &/(i nomi 

After I took my seat, my cousin TfSp slid 
into the chair next to me. 





The Shield Mouselet Mega Challenge 


“Trap, are you on the judges’ panel, too?” 
I asked. 

He chuckled. “Of course! A judge has to 

understand Strength, and 

And since I am brave. 
Strong, and smart, I’ll be the PERFECT 
judge!” 

We heard an amused laugh behind us and 
turned to see a large female mouseking: 
RATILDC “If anyone can judge the 
(jouRaee: of a mouseking, it’s me!” she 
boasted as she sat down in the third judge’s 
chair. 

Trap and I nodded. Ratilde was captain of 
the ship Beaut:^ oj? tiae Seas, and 
there wasn’t a single mouseking sailor who 
was WA/ER than her.* 

“We all need courage to judge this contest,” 


To read more about Ratilde, check out my adventure 
The Famouse Fjord Race\ 









THORA- 


Sven the Shouter’s daughter 
is charming, brave, and good 
at everything she 
tries — and I 
have a big 
crush on 
her! 


HELGA 


She is as sweet as she is 
strong — and she makes 
Trap blush. 


.:3 .. 

SHIELD M0USELET_ j 


I whispered to them 
both. 

“Why?” Trap asked. 
“Because there can 
only be one Winner,” 
I replied. “And then 
we are left with angry 
losers!” 

Just then, I saw 

that Tliopa was a 

contestant this year. 

She is S^fEH'S 

daughter — and my 

secpet cpusli i 

gulped. I had to pick 
Thora as the winner, 
right? 

The other CONTCSMTS 
were Helga, Karina, 







✓ 

I 

V 



MEGA CHALLENGE 


and my sister, Thea. 

I again. 

How could I vote 
against Helga, who 

is so STRONG? Or 

Karina, the FASTEST 
mouseking around? Or 
my own 
sister, Thea? 

I could smell trouble 
already . . . but then I 
smeMeA something 
else. Something very 
strong. 

I the air. 

“What is that strange 
stench?” I asked. 

Ratilde snorted and 
passed me a clothespin 


r This mouseking is 
fast, agile, and does 
eveiything with flain 

,.'-TUEA 

/ 

I My sister, Thea, is a 
^ brilliant rodent! She 
’ ' loves adventure and 
competitions. 






The Shield Mouselet Mega Challenge 



to put on my nose. “Here you go, you w!iipj 
laousejung!” she said. 

Then I saw that the SsneJI was coming 
from the braided sash that would be awarded 
to the winning Shield Mouselet. It was made 
out of hOl peppers ! Rotten ricotta, 
those peppers had such a STSOHESCSNT 
that they were making my eyes water! 

Ratilde nudged me. “Look, smarty- 
mouseking, even Trap has WATERY eyes.” 





The Shield Mouselet Mega Challenge 



“It’s not 
the peppers,' 

Trap said. 

Then I noticed that Helga 
was smiling at him. My big 
cousin has such a tender heart! 


Logi peppers are veiy strong 
hot peppers that are used in our 
famouse miceking hot pepper 
sauce, the hottest Sauce there 
is! These peppers have a much, 
much, much stronger smell than 
even stinky miceking garlic. 








Begin the Mega 
Challenges! 


Sven the Shouter climbed onto the stage. 
“Citizens of Mouseborg, hear me!” he shouted. 

“Only the BRdvesf , strongBSt, and 

smartest contestant will win the Shield 
Mouselet Mega Challenge!” 


“iOmf JWN Tttf fUOUTKf!" 


the crowd cheered. 

Sven raised his paw in the air. “Let the 
competition begin! ” 



The first event was the shell 
chollen^e. Each contestant 
had to throw a 
shell at a straw target. 




Begin the Mega Challenges! 


SHIVERJNt. SQQJCS! 



Those shells had points as sharp as 

Thea’s shell passed so close to me that it 
the ends of my whiskers! But 
she hit the Lull’s-eye and won 
the contest. 









Begin the Mega Challenges! 




The second event was 


the hjBl^LJe^ 


Miceking ships need good, strong ropes 
to set their lJS)Q)\^©®®lFllIl!I sails. The 
contestants had to qyielcly braid ropes 
to see who could make the longest rope at 
the fastest SPEED. 

My job was to measure to see who braided 









Begin the Mega Challenges! 


... Her rope was three hundred 

tails long! 

Next up was the tccjcjr^ Cfiallein^e. 

Every mouseking worth his or her helmet 
needs to know how to make hcsrty food 
out of whatever is handy. Miceking food has 

to be doIlClOUS and nUtritlOUS enough 


to build big miceking muscles! 






Begin the Mega Challenges! 




The contestants had to tpok a dish out 
of these common ingredients: 

QD Algae and mussels 

r 2"^ Moldy 'MlOSS from Saltwater Valley 
i 100-year-old smoked HEADING 

I Rancid CODFISH fat 

i ^"1 Logi pepper ChCCSC 
The three judges had to taste each 
dish and rate it on how nutritious and 









Begin the Mega Challenges! 


delicious it was. Thea presented her dish 
first. It smelled dwjui ! 

Now, I know my sister well. She is brave, 
athletie, and great with animals. But she is a 
cook! 

“Um, I’m mot Inumgry,” I said, pushing 
it away. 

Thea frowned. “Are you going to 
judge it or not, Geronimo?” 



Trap slapped my back. 
Tuck! How “Eat up, Cousin! What 

are you afraid of?” 
I had to eat the 
dish in order to 
fairly judge 
the contest. 












Begin the Mega Challenges! 




I took one bite of deep-fried aged herring in 

stinky cheese sauce and swallowed. 

My stomach went and CSWIl’ 
and DfiWIl’ and D6WI1! 

“You look a little grBBlO, Geronimo,” Trap 
remarked. “Did you eat too much? No 
problem. Ratilde and I will take care of the 
rest.” 

I was very lucky that Trap and Ratilde 
had C3St-iP0N stomachs! They declared 
Tfiopa the winner. I wanted to congratulate 
her, but I couldn’t. 






So, Who Is the 
Winner? 


The next event was the cauldron 

challenge, a test of strength and 

balance Each Shield Mouselet had to 
perform a complicated dance while balancing 
a heavy cauldron full ofSW^IOOp 
on her head. 



Thea me from 

the judges’ table to 


dance with her. 


[J3she spun 


me around and 
around like a 
top! 


So, Who Is the Winner? 




{J} We TWIRLEB 

and twirled in circles. 
I got dizzy and fell 
against Thea ... BAM/ 
CO I knocked into 

the cauldron, and 
all the swamp water 
clumpej on my 


cauldron on her 
head the longest, 
and she the 

challenge. 


head! 

HFLGA kept the 


Faster! 





So. Who Is the Winner? 


The four contestants were tied. Everything 
depended on the final event: the CAMOUFLAGE 
CHALLENGE. Camouflage is an important skill 
when facing an ENEMY or hiding from 
miceking-eating dr’a^OllS. For this 
event, the Shield Mouselets had to create an 
outfit that would work as camouflage in the 

©Qem. 


Thora dove into the sea and found a big 







So. Who Is the Winner? 


"«o, THEA'- 

~mRA IS wieisrr 

"HOORAY FOR KARWA/" 

"HtLGft SH®CLO WIN!" 

“This is camouflage!” Trap 

said. “It will be tough to pick a winner.” 

Trap was right! All four contestants had 
done a gTCS-t j^b. I wanted to vote for 
T&opa, my crush, but how could I choose 
her when the others looked just as good? 


Sven marched up to us. M mo K 

THE mm? 

















Hiding from the 
Dragons 


All the contestants GLAREiD at me, 
waiting for me to name the winner. Holey 
cheese, how could I choose? 

So I just sat there, as cjulet as a clam. The 
micekings quickly got annoyed. 




I began to stutter. “Well . . . I-I-I don’t 
know... ...” 

“Hurry up and decide, Geronimo!” Sven 
thundered, shaking his paw. 



Hiding from the Dragons 


Just then the dragon alarm sounded. 


A moment later, three dragons 
appeared in the sky, breathing fire. They 

swooped down over the village. 

“Do you SSSee what I SSSee?” asked the 
first dragon. 

“I SSSee a bunch of fresh meat, Red Fang,” 
answered the second dragon. “How about 
you, SSSlither?” 

“Me too. Broiler,” said the third. “They 
SSSeem juicy! Let’s eat them up faSSSt!” 

Red Fang, the l?CD dragon, landed right 
next to me and s»iaf>f»e4 at my tail. “What 
taSSSty miceking flesh! It’SSS mine! I SSSaw 
it firSSSt!” 

















RED FANG 


Red Fang is a dragon 
in the Devourer 
family. Devourers like 
to quickly barbecue 
micekings and eat 
them. For some 


I ran away and 

ducked behind the 

straw target. 

“SMo you want to 
play hide-and-SSSeek, 



little mouSSSeking?” 
Red Fang asked. 

□D WHOOSH! 

He shot mm at 

the target, reducing it 
to ashes and revealing 
my hiding place! 

So I DASHED 

under the cooking 
challenge table, 
taking refuge there. 

CDWWOOSW 

Red Fang unleashed 
his hot breath, and 


reason, Red Fang 
seems to always be 
hungiy for me! 






Otic/,/ 


flowed down on me like lava! 

Finally, I crd-Wlecl under 
the judges’ table . . . but 
Red Fang found me there, 
too! 


Hiding from the Dragons 


( He the air, notieing the 

smell of the peppier garland 

strung across the table. Then he smiled. 
“What luck!” he cried. “With a SSSingle 







Hiding from the Dragons 


flame, I’ll have miceking meat with roaSSSted 
SSSpiey pepperSSS ! ” 

He inhaled, getting ready to mtr me 
with flames again. 

This was it. I was going to be t00l<e4, 

fried, 00116 ! 

” I screamed. “I don’t want 
to beeome dinner for a dragon!” 










“Load the catapults! the 

Shouter commanded. 

Just in time, something SllRIIJ hit Red 
Fang’s head. 

PlOP! PLOP! PLOP! 

Bales of MUD mixed with hay rained down 
on the three dragons. 

Slither swallowed one by mistake and spit 





it out. “Let’SSS get out 
here!” 

RED FANG grabbed the Logi 

peppers. “For now, Fll take these!” 
he growled. 

Then he IMSBiy oii. 
will be back with 
King Gobbler 
and his 
army!” he 
promised. 



We’ll Be Back! 


“Gather around, MICEKINdSl-Sven 
the Shouter yelled. “We must prepare for — ” 
mn! His wife, Mousehilde, 
him on the head with her rolling pin. 

“This is YOOR FAULT!” she said. “I told you 
to leave one mouseking 
the catapults during the competition. That 











We’ll Be Back! 


is how the ctl®a.^OtlS were able to get so 
close to us!” 

The villagers were scared. 

“What do we do now, Sven?” 

one rodent asked. 

“Yes, courageous Sven, we don’t have 
much time,” said another. 















We’ll Be Back! 



Thora spoke up. “The will 

be returning soon. We must oi^gdiMizS our 
defense.” 

Sven nodded. “Well said, Thora. All the 
micekings must prepare for BATTLE! 
Copper, bring out the weapons.” 

Then Sven looked at me, and I tiptoed 
^ backward. I had a 
' all of a sudden. 

“You come with me, 

smarty-mouseking,” 

he said, grabbing me 
by the shoulders. 

“Who? M-m-me?” I 
stuttered. 

“Yes!” Sven replied. 
“We will go find Loki 
Longsight, the village 

soothsayer, and we’ll ask 






We’ll Be Back! 



for advice. He can look in his book of 

JiOtC add tell us the best ^ 

way to defeat them.” 

It wasn’t a bad id ^S., actually. I 

Sven and I headed to the 
soothsayer’s 0«fC , followed 
by all the micekings in the 
village. 






They Took Loki 
Longsight! 


Sven stopped in front of the cave door. LOKI 

L0lil6fl6MT, OPfllf UP!” he shouted. 

“Sven the Shouter commands you!” 

The micekings all cried out, 

But Loki didn’t answer. 

Sven shouted even louder. “Hey, open up, 

soothsayer!” 

1 tugged on Sven’s cloak. “Chief, the door 
to the cave is half-open,” I told him. 

“Why didn’t you say that in the first place, 
blubber brsin?” Sven asked. “Quick, 
get in there!” 










They Took Loki Longsight! 




I slowly pushed open the door. “L-Loki, 
are you there?” l asked. 



Loki still didn’t answer. 

“Are you waiting for ^rdurdhc^s 
to wake from their hibernation, smarty- 
mouseking? I said get in there!” Sven barked. 

I stepped inside the cave, but I didn’t see 
Loki. “He’s not here!” I said. 

CDi back out and slipped on 

something slimy. 


Oopst 


Squeak!” 

CD When I 
tried to get up, I 

SLXI’l’Ct) 

a second time 
and fell right 
on my tail! 

owwwwr 










They Took Loki Longsight! 




03 1 slid right up to 
Sven’s feet. He stared 
at me. “What do you Y 

mean he’s NOT 
HERE? Where is 
he, then?” 

I had no idea! 

“I don’t know!” I 
replied. “He didn’t 
leave a y\0’tc.” ^ 

Thea, meanwhile, 
was examining the 

smmsum 

I had stepped 
on. 






They Took Loki Longsight! 





“Brave Sven, this is 

“"AGON DROOL! she 

announced. 

Sven sniffed it 
himself. “You’re 
right! And I see 
some PEP 

- SCALES in there!” 


“Crusty codfish!” I cried. “That scale 
belongs to RED FANG , the dragon who wants 
to roast and eat me! He must have taken Loki 
Longsight! ” 

“There’s no time to waste!” Sven shouted, 
pumping his paw in the air. “We must FlHP 
HIM quickly!” 

All the micekings began to ^oluilt^€T 
for the mission. 


“CHOOSE ME, BRAVE LEADER!” 








They Took Loki Longsight! 


“I WILL GO! I’M THE 
STRONGEST!” 


™ OF »oiisr 


Sven shook his head. “Since Geronimo 
knows all about Red Fang, I will send him 
to find Loki Longsight.” 

“B-b-but...” I stammered. 

Trap BOLDLY stepped forward. “I will 
go with Geronimo. Don’t worry, Chief! We 
won’t disappoint you!” 

Sven nodded. “Well said. Trap! Bring the 
soothsayer back to Mouseborg and you will 
both receive tfec greatest honor 
in our village: a miCCKIlIC I1CL111CT!” 

“That’s nice, but I, er, have some very 
urgent husioess to attend to ...” I said. 






They Took Loki Longsight! 




“No excuses, smarty-mouse!” Sven shouted. 
“You’re leaving rfght now, and that’s an 
order!” ^ 

everyone cried. 

My paws began to trcml)Ie like jellyfish. 
I was about to run away when . . . 

“Fob can do tt, 

fiepofltinor 

It was Thora! She was cheering me on! 
Then my nephew Benjamin piped up. 







They Took Loki Longsight! 


d: 


iftEt/EVE in you, Uncle Ger!” 

“GO GET ’EM, Geronimo!” Thea 

said. 

r^UCA^I My friends and family gave me 

courage. 1 would find Loki. I 

would face the dragon. And I might even 
get my first miceking helmet! 








The Hills of Wise 
Words 


Trap and I left Mouseborg. 

“That dragon has left us a trail of STINKY 
drool, RED scales, and roasted trees,” 

Trap remarked happily as we headed north. 

“This mission will be super easy!” 

SUPER EASy? 

We were on our way to face a FIERCE 
and terrible dragon with an appetite for 
micekings. What was about that? 

But we had no choice. We had to sauE 
Loki Longsight! 

We followed the dragon’s tMil until we 
arrived at the very top of the TALLEST of the - ^ 
Hills of Wise Words. We could hear birds 



The Hills of Wise Words 


■bvi-b-bei®inf in the trees. Everything 
seemed peaceful until. . . 


GUUUUUUUUUURGLE! 



A deep sound echoed through the hills. 

I jumped into Trap’s arms. 

IT'S TflE Df^AGONSl I squealed. 
Trap chuckled. “Relax! That’s just my 
stomach. I’m so hungry I could eat STHHQ 

GfflQQSQl” 

We followed Red Fang’s trail down a 
path. Then Trap stopped. “Look liev*C, 
^ev-ohimo/” 













The Hills of Wise Words 


He pointed under a rock to a stash of 

fjordberries and truffles. 




Trap started to them. “What a find! 

Want some, Cousin?” 

“B-b-but they might belong to someone,” 
I replied nervously. “LS3V3 

Gloria! 


But Trap didn’t listen. 

Suddenly, I noticed some strange 
tracks in the dirt. 








“Trap, these tracks look 
B XUlpfOoUl!” I said. 

\ Trap gobbled down some berries and 

. then walked over to me. He leaned over 
and looked at the tracks in the dirt. 
“Hmm, you’re right, Geronimo,” 








The Hills of Wise Words 


he said. “These don’t look like c£l®^^Otl 
They’re too small.” 

“That’s what WOtTieS me,” I said. I 
glaneed up at the rocks behind Trap, and 
my stood on end. 

“They look like the tracks of a M-M- 
MEGA BOAR!” I stammered. 



oa 

fjjii 




I PI 



MEGA BOAR 

With its cvirved tusks and fierce hunger, the mega boar is a 
veiy, very aggressive wild boar! It digs in the dirt in search of 

roots and truffles, 
but when hungiy, 
it will devour 
anything in its 
path. Caution: 
Never touch its 
food supply, or 
there v/ill be 
trouble! , ‘ 



















The Hills of Wise Words 



“How can you be so sure, smarty- 
mouseking?” Trap asked me. 

“I-Tm sure,” I stuttered, “because there is 

oneR/QHT mmYOUr 

Trap turned to see the HAIRY mega boar 
staring at us with FUKOdlOUS eyes. We had 
stumbled upon its food supply! 

CREAT salty SARCINES we 

were in big trouble! 

“What do we do?” I wailed. 

Trap’s pdWS were still full of fruit and 
truffles. “Let’s seram, Geronimo! Hold on to 
your tail and 

rOUOUOUII’ 














Watch Your Fur, 
Geronimo! 


Trap and I took off at TOP SPEED through 
the hills, followed by the mega boar. 

We moved than a wheel of 

cheese rolling down a steep hill. We had to! 
The boar GNASHED its teeth as it ran, ready 
to GOBBLE US up! Everybody knows that 
you can’t MESS WITH a mega boar’s food 
supply — everybody but Trap, that is. 

Then I realized something. “Are you still 
holding the boar’s FOO®?” I asked Trap. 

“Of course! It’s delicious! want some?” 
Trap asked. 

“Why ... flWvf ... do you still have it... 
pWTT?” I asked, out of breath from running. 


Watch Your Fur, Geronimo! 


“P(^iOt . . . give it back!” 

Trap realized he had no choice, “^ood- 
bye, SV/eC*t -foodl” he cried. 

He tossed the food behind him — and it 
the mega boar in the face! The beast 
was even ANCI^iEf^ now. 

FASTER!” I yelled. 












Watch Your Fur, Geronimo! 


We I/GIAGOED between fallen tree 
branches and thorny bushes. Then a very 
stinku smell hit our snouts. 

“That smell can only be ORAeON DROOL! 

Trap cried. 


We had a mega boar behind us, and we 
were heading right toward a terrible dragon! 











shot 



to skewer us, a 
over our heads. 

The mega boar yelped, turned 
around, and RANAWAY 
One THREAT was gone . . . but 

another was in the bushes right in 
front of us. 













Watch Your Fur, Geronimo! 


REDFAKG glared at us with his scary 
yellow eyes! 

“Is it you again?” he asked. “Come 
cloSSSer! That way I can eat you in a SSSingle 
bite!” 

I began to S hi V&r from the tip of my 
tail to the ends of my whiskers. Then I felt 
Trap pull me by the arm. He dragged me 

behind a large 1REE IRONK. 

“Get over here, miMPr Red Fang 
roared, and he lunged toward us. 

Then something unexpected happened. 

Red Fang suddenly in pain. 

Smoke puffed out of his nostrils, and he 
TOPPtXJ) 01^ with a boom. 

I PEiEili£D out from my hiding place 
and saw the problem: One of his wings was 
caught in a tAorny bush. He couldn’t 
move or fly. 





Watch Your Fur, Geronimo! 


I took a deep breath. I might not be a 
mouseking, but Trap and I had 
come to save Loki Lon^Si^tlt. I knew what 
I had to do. I stepped out from behind the 
tree branch and slowly walked toward 
the dragon. 







Watch Your Fur, Geronimo! 


“None of your buSSSineSSS, noSSSy 
mouSSSeking!” Red Fang roared. “I will 
roaSSSt you in a SSSplit SSSecond and crush 
you with my jawSSS!” 

He spat out a huge flame. I jumped back 
behind the tree branch to avoid it. 

“TKai's it! f m dohe/” I squealed. 

Red Fang was STUCK Trap and I 
could go back to the village without losing 
our fur. 

But if we did that, we’d be leaving behind 
poor Loki. (Not to mention, I would NeveR 

get my miceking helmet!) 

“You FIXiLCD again, smarty-mouseking!” 
Sven the Shouter would say. 

Then it hit me. I was a smarty-mouseking. 

I could of a way to use Red 

Fang’s predicament to our advantage. 

I had an 












Watch Your Fur, Geronimo! 


I walked right up to the dragon’s face and 
began to squeak. 

•t.l-lST'» MAW 
BCmWN MOOrtWA* A* 






The Secret Deal 
WITH Red Fang 


Red Fang sniffed me. “Are you out of your 
furry head? I could eat you right now!” 

Trap out of our hiding place. 

“Geronimo, what are you thinking?” he 
asked. 

“I muSSSt admit, I am curiouSSS,” Red Fang 
said. “No mouSSSeking has ever approached 
me like thiSSS before. What deal do you 
propoSSSe, shrimp?” 

I took another deep breath. 

“W-w-well, Trap and 1 could FREE you 
from the thorns,” I began. 

Red Fang looked interested. Go on, 
he said. 







The Secret Deal with Red Fang 



“And then you could t-t-tell us where you’ve 
tliCflftll our soothsayer, Loki Longsight,” I 
continued. 

“And promise not to Sobblc us up on the 
spot!” Trap added quickly. 

Red Fang began to SilickQT. Then he 


Sin cried. Then he 
the ground 
beneath our feet! 

My whiskers 
almost fell 
off in fright! 

“Bad idea, 
Geronimo,” 

Trap whispered. 
“We’re about to 
become iinAei" 
for a dragon!” 


so hard that 


so 





The Secret Deal with Red Fang 


hard that he became even more tangled in 
the thorny bush. He out in 

pain. 

I knew Red Fang couldn’t REFUSE our help 
now. “You can’t fly, or even I said 

bravely. “Let us help you.” 

Red Fang scowled. “Very well!” he hissed. 
“We will make thiSSS deal. But it muSSSt be 
kept a SSSecret ! ” 

I quickly pulled out some parchment and 
my ^OOie-Jea-bhel® pen (which I always 
carry with me, like a good scholar) and wrote 
out our deal. 

I signed it, and then Red Fang grabbed the 
pen in his and signed, too. 

After Red Fang signed. Trap and I carefully 










The Secret Deal with Red Fang 


removed the braneh from his 

wing. 



SECKET PM 6 - 0 M-M 0 USEKW 6 - 

AeKEE/AEtJT* 

I, Jeronimo S-til-tonorci, wrill -(^ree Keel Fan 3 
■from -tl^e lorancla •tlaa't Hur-t lais win3. 

In exclnan3e, Ked Fan 3 -tlae Pevourers 
o 4 ‘ beas'b3arc( will -tell us every'tloin3 lae 
knows abou*t Loki Lon3si3la*t’s 
wkereabou-ts. Anci aloove 
all, ke promises no-t 
-to 3olDble up any, 
micekin3s presen-tl 


*■ The original was written in miceking runes, but it has 
been translated so you can read it! 












The Secret Deal with Red Fang 


Red Fang CtKIHWEID and stretched 
out his wings. Then he eyed me butgrily 
as if I were a tasty treat. 

But I held the parchment agreement in front 
of me like a SQ3QC1LL®. “You p-p-promised 
not to ifiiiiiirit us!” I reminded him. “And 
you must mm Loki Longsight to us!” 

“I don’t know any Loki LongSSSight,” Red 
Fang replied. “The only fresh mouSSSemeat 
here is you two!” 

“We found your DROOL and one of your 
R£17 outside his cave!” I 

protested. “What did you do with him?” 

“That waSSSn’t me!” Red Fang repeated. 

“What do you mean?” I asked. 

“After you mice attacked uSSS, I waSSS 













The Secret Deal with Red Fang 


SSSo hungry that I gobbled up the Logi 
pepperSSS,” Red Fang explained. “We 
dragonSSS need them to help create our 
rmi breath.” 

I shuddered, thinking about how Red 
Fang’s flames had almost roasted me before. 

“But they were TOO HOT, even for 
me!” the dragon continued. “I SSStarted to 

cough and drool!” 

“Then what happened?” Trap asked. 

“My eyeSSS were WATERIN6 badly,” Red 
Fang replied. “I couldn’t SSSee where I waSSS 
going, and I flew into a cave.” 

Trap and I looked at each other. “Loki 
LohJsi^K*b s dave/” we both guessed. 

“I didn’t SSSee a mouSSSeking in there,” 
Red Fang said. “I waited until my eyeSSS 
SSStopped watering, and then I PBySW 
away.” 
















The Secret Deal with Red Fang 


Trap’s eyes narrowed. “You mean you didn’t 
take our soothsayer? Or gobble him up?” 

Red Fang shook his head. “If I had eaten 
him, would my empty belly be GROWLING 
like thiSSS?” 

He patted his big s*edl belly, and it 
made a noise: 








The Secret Deal with Red Fang 


I couldn’t believe it. We had been 
EUS/^SSW by a mega boar and fhCEJi a 
deadly dragon to find Loki Longsight — all 
for nothing! 

“BecauSSSe of our deal, I will let you 
eSSScape,” Red Fang continued. “But I 
will return to your village with an army of 
dragonSSS. And then I will eat you raw, 
juSSSt as you are!” 

Then he flapped his wings and FLEW 

OFF 

Trap slapped me on the baek. “Good work. 
Cousin! You saved us from being LoasLed' 
like a cheese sandwich!” 

“But we still haven’t f®und Loki 
Longsight,” I said. “We should keep 












The Secret Deal with Red Fang 


iddlirn^forhim.” 

“No way!” Trap said. “We have to go back 
to Mouseborg and WARN the village about 
the dragon attack.” 







Dragon Attack! 


I knew Trap was right. We raced toward 
Mouseborg like ummm. 

Sven the Shouter started muTim as 
soon as he saw us. “Are you C||66S6H69pS 
back already? Where is Loki Longsight?” 

“W-w-we . . . um . . . d-didn’t find him, 
Chief,” I stuttered. 

“How dare you return with 
P/3\!^Z?S!” Sven shouted so loudly that it 
my fur. 

Suddenly, the dTHQOM rang 


throughout the village. 

-OO-TOO®®'"' 






Dragon Attack! 


cm 


Before you could say cheese, the 
sky became filled with dragons. Their leader, 

Gobbler the Putrid, flew at the front of 

the pack. 

Gobbler wore the Crown of tVie Seven 

RLtbies, forged in volcanic lava. 

“Look at theSSSe taSSSty miceking 














Dragon Attack! 




morselSSS!” he called out to his followers. 

Sven turned to the micekings. “Load the 
catapults! 


'I"'*!.-.,! 


Gobbler called his dragons to action. 
“Follow me, my winged SSSubjectSSS! 

dive, 

dive. DIVE!" 

This time, the dragons were reacts for 
our miceking defenses. They batted away the 

STICKY mud balls with their tails. 

They blew mms onto the straw roofs 
of our houses, setting them on fire! 

Some micekings for their weapons. 








Dragon Attack! 


Others ran away from the flames. I was headed 
for the catapults when I heard something 
tliiJiMcfsriNg behind me that made my 
whiskers CUIfl with fear. 

CTWWWWWW***-'- 

Shivering squids, that roar was close — 

TOOCLOSe! 

I turned and came face-to-face with a 
dragon with R£!7 scales, pointy fangs, 
claws, and one injured wing . . . m 
FANGl He and I had made a deal — but now 
the deal was off! 

Red Fang looked like he was going to keep 
his promise to e(iit ryie r^wi 

He landed right in front of me. 

“SSStay away!” he called to the other 














Dragon Attack! 


dragons. “ThiSSS shrimpy mouSSSeking is 
all mine!” 

yoMHis fmm TNORHis! 

My whiskers trembled with fright. The end 
was near! Red Fang was going to devour 
me, and there was nothing I could do about 
it. I was doomed! 









Hide from Me, 
Mouseking! 

Red Fang [LPDIN3BW at me. I was so afraid 
that I couldn’t move a muscle! 

Then Trap took me by the pBW . 

“Get out of there, Geronimo!” he yelled, 


me under the stage. 



You Can’t Hide from Me, Mouseking! 



Red Fang followed us. “You ean’t hide! I 
will SSStill SSSnateh you!” 

We TlalLened' ourselves against the 
ground. The dragon plunged his elaws into 
the wooden boards above us. Then 
he smacked the stage with his 

heavy, SPiPD tail. 









You Can’t Hide from Me, Mouseking! ^ 


c: 


The stage was now full of more tiolos 
than a slice of Swiss! 

We were about to be fried, roasted, and 

TO/JSTEO! 

Trap held me tightly. ‘T’ve always loved 
you, Cousin!” He sobbed. “You’re the 
BRavesr smarty-mouseking I know!” 

This is it, I thought. ^ood-byc, 
Mouseborg, my hometown! ^ood-bye, 
lovely Thora! ^ood-bye, miceking world! 

A formed in Red Fang’s 

throat, but before he could release it. . . 








You Can’t Hide from Me, Mouseking! 


“Get out of here, you ugly lizard 

pace! 

fjords ^l^d it was 

Thora! As she bravely ran toward the stage, 
she took a ss? shell comb out of her hair 
and flung it toward the dragon’s face. The 
blow sbunneel Red Fang. 

CPt/\T SH®T you amazing Shield 

> Mouselet!” Trap 

% 


"A 





cheered. 

Red Fang 
flew off, and 
Trap shivered. 
“That was 6*S* 

eles@, he said. 

I stared at Thora 
with admiration. “Brave 
Thora, you’ve SAUED 
our fur!” I squeaked. 





You Can’t Hide from Me, Mouseking! 




Then I saw that she wasn’t alone. TMEA, 
HIIGA , and all stood behind 

her. 








You Can’t Hide from Me, Mouseking! 


And behind them stood all the other Shield 
Mouselets in the village! They had joined 
forces to organize an 
defense. 






The Charge of the 
Shield Mouselets 


The Shield Mouselets’ defense took the 
dragons by surprise with a charge 
of unexpected weapons: 

CD Heavy cauldrons filled with stinku 
food from the cooking challenge. 

HD Catapults loaded with sliarp shells 
from the shell challenge. 
dDBuckets of CUMI WATER because dragons 
can’t stand it — water washes away their 
stench! 

CD Fishing nets that doubled as 
ca-tchiri-g nets! 

SWEET SARDINES! 




sharp shells 


SHIELO MOUSELETS 
TOTHESESCUO 


/ STINKY 
I CAULDRONS 






These Shield Mouselets were a rORCE 
to be reckoned with! 

They flung the cauldrons with amazing 
force. They hunleel the sharp shells with 
precise aim. They worked together to Stay'll 
the dragons and then CAPTURE them in nets. 
It was miceking poetry in action! 

Gobbler the Putrid tried to get his 

dragons in order. 






The Charge of the Shield Mouselets 


“DragonSSS, get in formation! ClawSSS 
out!” he yelled. 

But they could not stop the Shield 
Mouselets. 

“Get out Of here, you scaly 

scoundrels!” Thea yelled. 

“Bed't i‘t> you lousy beasts/” the others 
joined in. 

Gobbler continued to call out orders. But 

his DRENCHED and battered dragons did 








The Charge of the Shield Mougelets 



not want to fight anymore. The Shield 
Mouselets were too much for them! 
Finally, Gobbler gave in. 

“RETREATf” he yelled. 





The Charge of the Shield Mouselets 


Before flying off, Red Fang fixed his Ffm 
eyes on me. “You managed to eSSScape 
thiSSS time, mouSSSeking! But next time, I 
will roaSSSt you for dinner!” 

A wave of reuef washed over me as 
I watched him and the other dragons 
CljSfippfcfil over the horizon. 

fOR NOW, tft WERE 
AU mffi 










Knock! Knock! 
Anyone There? 


The dragon attack was over — and it was all 


thanks to the village’s SHIELD MOUSELETSl 
''Rodents of MOIlSCbor^’ rejoice!” 
Sven shouted. "The dragons have fled!” 
WEV/OI// squealed the micekings. 


“Hoorsy por the shield 
Tnouseietsr 


‘DOWN WITH m DRAGOMS!” 

“HiP, hiP. hooray for the 
Shield Mouseletsr’ 



Knock! Knock! Anyone There? 



“We will celebrate!” Sven announced. “My 
wife, Mousehilde, will prepare a fabumouse 

banquet and — ” 

Mousehilde interrupted her husband’s 
speech by him on the head. 

“Aren’t you forgctting something? We can’t 
celebrate until we find Loki Longsight! He’s 
Still missing!” 






Knock! Knock! Anyone There? 


Sven pointed at me. “Geronimo, finding him 
was yOUR 30B ! Tell us what happened!” 

VtfEW WE 

the micekings eried. 

“Well,” I began. “First, Trap and I tracked 

RED FANG .. 

OOOOOOOOOOOOH/ the micekings 

exclaimed. 

“But we didn’t find Loki Longsight or any 
sign of him,” I finished. 

NOOOOOOOOOOOO/ the micekings 

squeaked. 

I couldn’t tell them about my deal with the 
dragon. It was a SlilCRlilT! All the micekings 
knew was that I had failsd. 

Thea came to my rescue. “Let’s go back to 
Loki’s CAVE and search for more clues,” 
she suggested. 






“Thea is right!” Trap said loudly. “Let’s 


^ I truly have a P^bUmollS6 family. They 
always stand up for me! 

So we all returned to the cave. We 
everywhere around 
it. We climbed trees. We LOOKEO 
under bushes. 






We even lifted up boulders! (Well, 
I didn’t, but micekings with !lS)II^ 
vfifiniisGlIes did.) But there was 
116 if6C6 of Loki Longsight! 

I put my snout to the ground to 
look for tracks — and bumped 
right into the cave’s front door. 

“OV\//” I cried. 

Then I realized something. I 
had just bumped into a 

HELMETS AND 

HEDRIND, the cave 
door is closed!” I cried. 

“Are you SDPE you 
didn’t close it with 


your snout, smarty- 
mouseking?” Sven asked me. 

“I’m sure,” I replied. 

“Then who CLOSED it?” Sven asked. 



Knock! Knock! Anyone There? 


Then it hit me. “Maybe Loki returned to 

his CAVE while we were fighting the 

dragons! He eould be in there right now,” 
I said. 

There was only Vf AJJ to find out. 

“Loki Longsight!” Sven shouted at the top 

of his lungs. “ARB You IH THBRB, 

soothsayer?” 

There was 119 TBply — but then a stone 
fell out of the window above the door. A 
piece of p©trchn\€nt was tied to the stone. 
“It must be from Loki!” I realized. 

“Then read it, smarty-mouseking! ” 
Sven bellowed. 

I unnelleel the parchment and read the 
words aloud: ''The soothsayer is only in on 
days when the moon is full... in months 
beginning with the letter J... and not during 
mealtimes! Please come back another time. ” 





Knock! Knock! Anyone There? 


Have I already told you that Sven is called 
“the Shouter” because he shouts vePY, 


vei?¥, Vei?Y IfiUDlY? Well, 


when he gets angry, he shouts even ^ 
louder! And this time he was angrier \ 
than I had ever seen him. ^ 


‘Where did you OiSflfipefit to?” Sven 


|3pllr»wprl “ Anmp I ” 

II 

tl 

tossed another 

STOHEout 

the window, w 
with a new 



message 

attached. 






Knock! Knock! Anyone There? 




I read it out loud: “I went out to search for 
honey, mouse grass, and 
fjordberries.^What 
do you want?” 

Angry, the 
other micekings 
started shouting at Loki. 






Knock! Knock! Anyone There? 


“Didn’t you hear the dfftgOO ftlfti'fb?” 

“Didn’t you smell their TERRIBLE STENCH?” 

“Didn’t you see the rm mmsr 

Another note out the window: 

“What dragons? I didn’t see a single scale. 
Not a single fang. ” 

It was no use arguing. Our soothsayer was 
supposed to be good at SEEING the 
future. But this time, he hadn’t even seen 
what was R/QHTOOTS/DE his cave! 







And the Winner 

Is... 


We returned to the village. 

“Loki is found! Let the begin!” 

Sven shouted. “Mousehilde will make 
delicious ^loo^ for all!” 

•HOOBAVFOEMOOSeHUel 

BOOBAYffliiOUlOOf 

the micekings cheered. 

Gloog is traditional miceking siew, 
and Mousehilde’s is the best! 

That night, the village C cljtbTB.t> td 
with a great feast of gloog, Stenchberg 
CHEESE, finnbrew (the official drink of 
micekings), and other miceking specialties. 



And the Winner Is ... 


d 



Just as I was about to take my first b.it€, 
Sven interrupted me. 

“What are you doing, smarty-mouseking?” 
he asked. 

“I-I-I’m eating ” i sputtered. 

Sven held up a paw. “S+®P right there! 
First you must announce the winner of the 

SlUeld Mouselet Mega Cliallenge!’ 

The micekings began to chant. 

“CHOOSE A WINNER! 

CHOOSE A WINNER! 

CHOOSE A WINNER!” 






And the Winner Is ... 


Crusty codfish, what was I supposed to do? 
I tried to think of a way out. “L-l-let’s 
THINK about this, Sven,” I stuttered. “Red 
Fang ate the h^f. p:6:p:p6:r sash that gets 
awarded to the winner, so there is no 


way to . . .” 



“I’ve got an extra, 

Smarty-mouse!” Sven cried, 

rossiArG another sash 

made of Logi peppers at 
me. 

I turned paler than 
[MQBS/^BQllQj/3. I had 
no more excuses! 


shivering squids, l 


didn’t know who to choose! 

I wanted to choose Tfiopa, who 
had saved me from RED FANG ... 

But there was also my sister, TUEA . . . 





And the Winner Is ... 





AndHELGA 

And KaiPin-a ,.. 

They all deserved to win. Squeak! 

Then Mousehilde walked up and took the 
sash from me. “Forget it, Geronimo! All the 

SHIELD MOUSELETS in the village have made 
a decision. For fighting with GR^AT SKILL 
and saving the village . . . all four are 

winners!” 

Wfpt ALL HIWNtpS.' the contestants 
cheered. 

When the Shield Mouselets make a decision, 
no rodent argue.L with them! The other 
micekings began to and etieer. 

■RlF. Hff. HOOSAY FOK Ttt6 

vnsueKSi' 



















And the Winner Is ... 




Then Sven gave each of the four Shield 
Mouselets a special miCCKIIIC HCLtllCT 

for driving off the dragons. 



the villagers cried. 

And then (at last), we were able to eat! 

It really was a P^bumouse feast, and when 
every crumb was eaten, the micekings broke 
out into^C'^tiVC dalT'ClIT'l; around the 
banquet table. By the time I went home and 
slipped under the covers, I was as happy as 
a (ILLfDCDD in its shell. 

I was so proud of the Shield 
Mouselets for working together. And even 
though I hadn’t earned a HIICCKIIIC 
HCLmCT yet, I was still happy. I had 
made a secret pact with a dragon — and 
lived to NOT tell a soul about it (because 






And the Winner Is ... 




it’s a Sli!CKET!). So I was content. Plus, 
I knew that I would earn a miccKinc 
HCLIIICT sooner or later! 



But that’s another 
micehing story for 
another day! 


Good nigh^* 
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MICEKING5 


Geronfmo Stilton 


\ 


T1.vi 


Don’t miss any 
adventures of 
the MiceWngs! 


#5 The Mysterious 
Message 


#2 The Famouse 
Fjord Rare 


#3 Pull the 
Dragon's Tooth! 


Geronifno Stilton 
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Geronimol 
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#1 Attack of the 
Dragons 
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#13 The Phantom of 
the Sohwoy 


Be sure to S 
read all my 
fabumouse 
adventures! 


#1 Lost Troasvre of #2 The Curse of the 
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WHO IS 

Geronimo Stiltooord? 


He is a mouseking — the Geronimo Stilton 
of the ancient far north! He lives with his 
brawny and brave clan in the village of 
Mouseborg. From sailing frozen waters 
to facing fiery dragons, every day is an 
adventure for the micehings! k:. 


STAY STRONG, GERONIMO! 

Geronimo Stiltonord has been selected to judge the 
Shield Mouselet Mega Challenge, a competition 
of female micehing warriors. But all the 
contestants are so good, it’s impossible to 
choose just one winner! Fven worse, since 
everyone is distracted by the challenge, the 
dragons launch a surprise attach! Will the 
micehings be able to defend their 
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